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In The Hayloft 


Author's Notes: 
Lordy | don\'t even know what this is 


The whispers raced like wildfire through the servants' hall - Lord Squire was home. 


He'd been off traveling for years - for as long as Jon had been working there, anyway - London, Paris, India, all 


those other far-off places one could barely even read about, much less imagine as real. 


"His presence is nothing to be excited about," Rick, the butler, admonished him. "| know you're a curious lad, 
but that's no reason to be bothering the master with your questions. He has better things to do. Just go 


about your business as usual." 


Jon's business was cows -letting them out in the mornings and penning them up during the evenings, milking 
them, churning butter - as well as whatever other little task or chore happened to need completing, 
particularly if it involved being outside in the sunshine. Or in the barns, or the stables. Anywhere but in the 


house proper. 


He couldn't quash his curiosity, or his thirst for knowledge, or his fascination of the mysterious master of the 
estate, who had left it in the care of capable employees for years. He had watched through the tiny window of 
a hayloft, just overlooking the drive leading up to the main house, as the carriage pulled up. Out had stepped a 
tall man, surprisingly young, despite his slightly weathered face. He looked a good sort to be in charge of the 
estate, Jon supposed - and handsome, even at a distance. Quite, quite handsome. 


But Jon liked his job, and he did his best to obey Rick's orders. He was toting two buckets of milk from the 
barn to the pantry when he rounded a corner and - not paying full attention to his surroundings - ran smack 


into someone. 


"Ah!" he yelped in surprise, his first thoughts for the milk. He'd be in trouble if he spilled it. But he had not 


overloaded the buckets, and only a few drops had sloshed out. assured that his cargo was safe, he looked up. 
Right into the eyes of Lord Christopher Squire. 

"P- pardon me," he squeaked, torn between his training to look down, and his impulse to - well, to look. 

Squire stared impassively down at him for long moments, a single eyebrow raised. Jon shifted uncomfortably, 
the buckets weighing heavily on his slim shoulders and the master's gaze making him want to squirm. He looked 
up - chestnut hair, sharp cheekbones - and down - planked floor, scattered straw. 


"Are you quite sure your shirt is ruffled enough?" Squire finally said. 


Jon glanced down at his threadbare but still neatly starched and pressed shirt - as neat as he could make it, 
anyway, what with how he worked, sometimes from sunup to sundown. "I think it's pretty.’ 


"You enjoy pretty things?" 
Was that a trick question? "Yes, sir. Who doesn't?" 


"You make an excellent point," Squire mused, looking down at Jon with an clouded expression. "What is your 


name?" 

"Anderson, sir. Jon Anderson" 

"Very well. Carry on 

And so he did, but he danced all over himself for the rest of the day and into the evening. 

Three nights later, he returned to his small room in the servants' quarters to find a package wrapped in plain 


brown paper lying on his bed. How odd. He opened it carefully but eagerly and gasped quietly as he drew out a 
beautiful, billowing nightshirt - white linen, fine and smooth, and lace at the cuffs and hem. There was a small 


note attached. Something pretty, was all it said, in fine rolling script. It had to be Squire, though Jon found 
himself hard-pressed to truly believe it. But nobody else could have afforded such a gift. And why? Did Rick 
inform the master that there was a nightshirt shortage on the estate? Was it an apology for accidentally 
causing him to spill a spoonful of milk on his battered shoes? 


It was almost to pretty to wear, but Jon put it on anyway, and smiled himself to sleep at the feeling of 
smooth cloth all against his skin. 


He kept an eye out for Squire the next day, intending to thank him - as politely as possible - for the 
undeserved gift, but the master of the estate was nowhere to be seen. It was only the next afternoon, while 
he was hustling through the barn counting his cows, that he ran into him again - and damn it all, why did he 


have to keep crashing into the man? Could they not happen upon each other like civilized men? 


"Anderson," Squire greeted curtly. He was saddling his horse, a great grey stallion - Jon didn't know its name 


but he looked like a storm-front. 


"Good morning, sir," Jon said nervously, smiling what he hoped was the correct amount. His eyes kept flickering 
to Chris' leather gloves, his shiny-hard high riding boots, the crop at his side. "l, ah - | was looking for you. To 
ask you a question If that's all right by you, sir" 


"Of course.” Chris mounted his horse as easily as Jon might hop over a low stile. 
"l, well, | received a package the other night. A gift, | think, sir, a rather lovely nightshirt” 
"That is not a question 


Jon pulled up his courage. "There was no note on it, but | cannot think of anyone who could, ah, afford to give 


such a lovely present with no holiday occasion for it. By a chance, sir - was it you?" 


‘Of course," the master of the estate answered simply, and trotted off on his horse before Jon could say 


anything else. Not that he knew what to say. 


And, as it turned out, he had more pressing matters to attend to. One of the cows had gone missing - not 
returned with the herd when they'd been called He sighed. Fortunately, he had no other pressing chores to do, 
so he could set his entire afternoon to looking for the lost heifer. He squared his shoulders and set out into 


the vast fields of the Squire estate. 


The fields seemed vaster than he remembered, or perhaps he was smaller - or perhaps it was the rain that 
made the hours trudge slowly by. Yes, the rain must have been it. At first a mist, then a drizzle, then an 
outright downpour as he walked over hill and over dale, searching for the damn cow. He loved his beasts, he 
did, but there were curses indeed on the tip of his tongue. He shivered, coat pulled tightly around him - not 
that it did much good, sodden as he was. 


"Jon!" 


He thought he heard his name, but chalked it up to the wind. It was only when he heard a second shout, and 


rapidly approaching hooftbeats, that he realized a man was riding towards him. 
It was Christopher Squire, of course. "Jon! Jon Anderson! What the devil are you doing out here?" 


"H-hello, sir," Jon chattered. "You shouldn't be out in this rain, sir, I'd have thought you'd put back in the 


stable an hour ago-" 
"| shouldn't be out in this rain? What on earth do you think you're doing out here?" 
"Looking for a cow, sir" 


"A cow" Squire sighed and shook his head, shaggy hair shaking water most everywhere, a tiny rainstorm within 
the bigger one. "Look, I'll buy a new bloody cow if you'd like, just get out of this rain. Have you been walking in 
it the whole time?" 


"Yes, sir. Its not bad-" 
"You're too small to be out in this sort of weather, you'll catch a chill. Come on, hop up." 


Jon's eyes widened as he stared up at the horse that was a good deal taller than he was. "Erm." A friendly 
beast, he knew, but still. 


Squire looked down. "Oh. Here." He held out his hand, and Jon took it tremblingly. Despite the slick of water on 
the gloves, the grip was strong and sure, and he pulled Jon up onto the back of the saddle effortlessly. "Just 
hold onto my waist. Tightly, if you please, horses tend to return to their stables with exceeding quickness." 


Jon did as he asked, secretly relishing the thrill of wrapping his arms so completely around the tall, mysterious 
Squire. He could even feel a bit of warmth through all their layers of damp clothing. Squire spurred the horse 
gently but insistently, loosening up his grip on the reins, and the great grey stallion needed no other 
encouragement to flee the nasty weather. He galloped back to the barn post-haste, and Jon could feel every 
jostle and bump deep in his joints, but it was all quite exciting. Most exciting thing to happen to him in a good 


long while, really. 

When they arrived at the barn, Jon saw, first thing, the missing cow by the door, having evidently returned on 
her own. He was tempted to feel anger, but somehow couldn't, not after that ride. He felt quite forgiving to 
the wandering heifer. 


"You've got to get out of those wet clothes," Squire said to him. "You'll catch cold” 


"| will, | will, just as soon as I've got her back in the pen," Jon insisted, already leading the soggy cow to the 


rest. "lve an extra set of clothes in the hayloft!" 

"Good," he heard Squire huff. By the time Jon returned to the ladder, the master had vanished from the main 
floor of the barn. A pinch of sadness, Jon felt, starting to ascend to the hayloft, that he should have 
gallivanted back so quick to the main house. But it was only proper. 

He wasn't in the main house, though. Christopher Squire was lounging in the loft like he owned it - which, of 
course, he did, Jon reminded himself - spread out over the soft, dry hay, having spread an extra horse 
blanket out beneath him. He was taking off his shirt as well, Jon noticed, gulping. 

| hope you don't mind if | stay here until the rain lets up," Squire said, looking up, not in an unfriendly way. 
"No, no, not at all," Jon reassured him, going over to the small chest where he kept a few things - clothes, 
blankets, candles, a book or two, for the nights he felt like staying in the hayloft, rather than his tiny, lonely 
bedroom. He stripped off his wet clothes just as quickly as he could, keeping as much of his body out of view 
of Squire. 


"You've got to dry off and warm up first," came a voice very close to his ear. Jon jumped, not having heard 


Squire's footsteps. A blanket was settled across his shoulders. "Wrap up." 
Jon did, and, not knowing what to do, followed Chris back to where he lounged in a choice bit of hay. 


"Did you know," Chris said quietly, as the storm raged outside, "that | have sailed all over the world, but | have 


never once seen a bit of ocean nearly as blue as your eyes?" 

Those blue eyes opened wide. Jon didn't know what to say. "Um. Thank you, sir?" 

"Please, don't call me sir. My name is Chris," Chris said. 

‘Oh - well - that's not quite proper, um, is it?" 

"You might have thought of proper before you went chasing cows," Chris told him. 

‘lm sorry to have caught you in the rain," Jon apologized, because he did feel bad, he did. 


"It was no trouble. | have missed the sweet Lancashire rain," the traveler said. "There's none like it anywhere 


else in the world. Nor Lancashire lads, | think" 
Jon shivered. Chris noticed. 
"Are you cold? You must be." 


Jon Anderson was not a particularly brave man, but occasionally he had shown great gumption, and this was 


one of those times. "Well, in that case, you might help me to warm up." 


Chris leaned forward and kissed him, then, just as Jon hoped and wished he would. His face was still cool from 
the rain, but his mouth was warm and his tongue was hot - a tongue of fire, oh yes, Jon thought as he 
gasped with the sensation, ever so warm and lovely. Chris tilted their bodies slowly, until Jon was spread out 
beneath him, resting on the hay. The blanket he was wrapped in unfolded immediately, baring him completely to 
Chris, who took advantage of all the perfect creamy skin at his disposal, nipping love bites across and down 
Jon's chest as the smaller man gasped and writhed. 


‘Oh - oh, Chris, that's ever so-" but Chris still had his breeches on, and Jon found that quite unacceptable. He 
reached a hand out to try and undo the buttons, but only succeeded in rubbing his hand over the bulge in 
Chris' trousers, which was quite all right with him. Chris hissed through his teeth, hands slamming onto Jon's 
shoulders and pinning him, as if he had not been pinned enough before. 


"You're a cheeky one, aren't you?" 


‘Oh, but Chris, your trousers must be soaked from the storm, you'll catch a chill," Jon said as innocently as 


possible, batting his thick eyelashes up at the master of the house. 


"Indeed," Chris growled, scraping his teeth along Jon's jaw. "I suppose | should take them off, then, shouldn't 1?" 
He stood to perform this task, and Jon watched eagerly as he stripped, revealing the entirety of his long, 


muscular body. 


"So handsome," Jon murmured as Chris lay back down, and - again with the gumption - he went straight for 


his cock, taking it in hand and stroking it to full hardness. "| do wish you'd fuck me, Christopher dear." 


‘Lancashire boys," Chris muttered under his breath. "Well, | would, only when | set out for a light ride today | 
didn't think to bring-" 


"Oh! Is that all? In the chest," Jon said, pointing helpfully. Chris hopped up again and rooted around until he 
found a rather surprising quantity of helpful oil. "It gets boring, some nights, up here in the hayloft” 


‘One does what one can," Chris commented, pouring a liberal quantity onto his fingers and gently sliding one into 


Jon, who gasped. "That all right?" 


‘Oh, more than all right," Jon whispered, trying not to squirm his hips too eagerly. Chris trailed kisses down his 


neck - some light, some not so light. 


"You are the most lovely man," Chris said softly, almost so Jon didn't hear it, but Jon had quite sharp hearing. 


"Spread your legs a bit more." 


Jon obeyed, and Chris slipped another slick finger into him, curling them gently. The lad was tight, but he 


relaxed quite well. 


"You torture me," Jon whimpered after several long minutes. 

Chris glanced up from where his tongue was lazily circling Jon's nipple. "Is that so?" 
"Yes, yes, you wicked man!" 

"Well, | shouldn't wish to do that. What relief can | offer?" 

"You can enter me. That should do quite nicely for a start” 


"| suppose, since you asked so nicely, and since you've had such a rough day." Chris took one of Jon's legs and 
wrapped it around his waist, tilting his hips up. "Ready?" 


"Christopher!" 


Chris chuckled, enjoying the sight of the squirming farmhand - stableboy? Milkmaid? What the hell was Jon's 
official title, anyway? - beneath him, in his power. And then he slid into Jon, slowly, carefully, until his entire 
cock was sheathed in the smaller man's delicate body. Delicate, but evidently quite capable. 


"Mmm," Jon whimpered, and Chris paused, muscles taut with the effort, giving Jon time to adjust. Jon wiggled 
his hips, and Chris couldn't suppress a gasp. "Well then, Master Squire?" 


"Honestly," Chris huffed and began to fuck Jon in earnest. Slowly, deeply, and then faster - Jon wrapped both 
his legs tightly around Chris, pulling him as close as possible. Chris tried a few different angles until - ahal - 
he hit the spot deep inside Jon that made the young man cry out so loud Chris worried he might startle the 


horses. 


"Oh! Oh, Chris, harder-" And Chris did as he asked. He couldn't refuse the little Lanky anything, knew he 
couldn't ever since the moment he first saw him, toting buckets of milk nearly as big as he was, scuffling his 
feet across the plankboard floor. And oh, he felt good, tight and slick and warm, better than Chris had been 
imagining all through the past several nights. 


Sensitive, too, the type who squirmed at the lightest touch. Chris liked that. He snaked a hand between Jon's 
legs and grasped at his cock, stroking it in time with his thrusts. Jon keened, and it didn't take very long at all 
for him to shiver and shake and come apart completely, biting his lower lip as he came. That sight sent Chris 
over the edge, and he pounded a few more times into Jon's spent body before burying his seed deep inside him 


as the world went sparkle-golden across his vision. 


When he came down from the high, he grabbed his own shirt - he had enough damn money to buy another, 
or ten, if he chose - and cleaned them off. Jon grinned and made tiny, happy noises, curling automatically into 


his chest. 


"I feel ever so much warmer now, Chris, | must thank you," he mumbled sleepily. 
Chris yawned as well. "Next time, we must try this in a proper bed. I've a nice big one, you know." 


"How lovely," Jon sighed. "But | like this loft quite nicely for now." 


Chris did, too. They drifted off to sleep. 


